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Dave was drunk enough to not care about the person snapping photographs of the party--who was it anyway? 
The dude's face was a blur when Dave blinked and tried to put a name to it. It didn't matter, not in that 
moment, with Dave figuring that the pictures would fade into obscurity. He was out to have a good time, as 
always, and if that included, for whatever ungodly reason, stripping himself of his jeans, so be it, he was drunk 
enough to tug on Junior's belt and urge him to do the same, and drunk enough to not even blink as he watched 
Junior clumsily unzip his jeans, pull them down and kick them away from around his ankles, the small pile of 


shared denim huddled in the corner. 


So if Dave wasn't gay, why was he grabbing Junior's crotch? Maybe it was just because the camera was 
pointed at him and he was thafdrunk. And maybe he liked how smooth Junior's inner thighs felt when the pads 
of his fingers grazed his skin, and maybe he liked the way Junior's dick twitched when his hand sloppily yet 
intently cradled it beneath the cotton briefs, and maybe he liked when he heard Junior's breath hitch as Dave 
took just one extra second to rub his dick with the heel of his hand. 


He liked Junior's smile. A lot. Dave knew that consciously, and he felt something twitch not in his own dick but 
in his stomach, deep down inside, like something coming alive. He'd felt it before, while alone in the dark, with 
Junior only a wall away but this felt more intense--it felt like a hesitant tingle coiling inside himself that was 
inevitably going to grow into an unstoppable force, and Dave needed to do something about it. There was no 


better time than the present, and certainly no better time than the present while intoxicated. 


Dave grabbed the belt still hanging around Junior's hips and pulled him away. "Gotta show you something," he 
grumbled, unsure if Junior could even hear him over the music and their inebriated guests, unsure what his 
next move was even going to be. The gears of his brain were cranking and turning noiselessly and relentlessly, 
urging him forward, urging him to just get somewhere where he could take care of the force that was, as 
he'd anticipated, growing hot and raging in his gut. In the few seconds it took to drag a very pliable Junior 
across the apartment and into his bedroom, the heat grew until Dave's entire body felt aflame and he was 
sure he looked it, too--nothing but flaming hair, flaming skin and flaming eyes, eyes that turned right onto 


Junior once the bedroom door was shut behind them. 


"What is it?" Junior asked, that Midwest funk laced through his words even thicker now that he was drunk, 
and Dave almost laughed at his naivety. Junior swayed a little as he stood and lazily toyed with the belt slung 


around his hips in lieu of having pockets to shove his hands into. 


Would Junior let Dave make a pass at him? Or more? The gears in his mind were still cranking hard; he wished 
he'd brought more booze into the room, maybe that would have acted as some sort of excuse, even if it was 
a poor one, but he had nothing. Like a mad fool, he reached out for Junior's belt again and yanked him so they 
were pressed together, Junior letting out a breath when their bodies smacked against one another's; their 
belts ground together, clinking and jostling, and Dave groaned. He could smell Junior so closely then, like beer, 
smoke and sweet, corn-fed sweat--even the confused, almost alarmed, look in his eyes wasn't enough to keep 
Dave from grabbing Junior's hair at the nape of his neck, tilting his head and running his nose down the 


smooth column of skin. 
"Dave--?" Junior chirped, half a question, half a meek sort of exclamation. 


If Junior wanted him away, he could push him away. Dave told himself that. But in the back of his mind, 
perhaps in some far-off still-sober place, he knew that even if he wanted to, Junior wouldnt push him away. 
Dave was Junior's lifeline, his bandmate, his best friend. It wasn't that Junior was attached to him out of fear, 
it really was love, but Dave didn't like the thought of him pushing that gentle soul into something he didn't 
really want. So, Dave loosened his grip around Junior's body and moved his arms up to rest on his shoulders, 
leaned in slow enough for him to back out then, when Junior only blinked once and almost imperceptibly leaned 


in to meet him, Dave kissed him. 


It was close-mouthed and shy and Dave waited, a little impatient as he grew a little hard in his briefs, for 
whatever Junior would do next and, after what felt like a decade, Junior spread his legs enough for Dave's 
thigh to collapse between them, so he was straddling Junior's thigh and they were locked together, and kissed 
him back. Both pairs of lips parted; Dave noticed, not to his surprise, that Junior let him take the lead with the 


tongue and teasing nips of teeth. Quickly his hands found Junior's shoulders and ran down them, around to his 
sharp shoulder blades, down further to trail over his spine, even further and past that stupid, impeding belt; 
Dave grunted softly and broke their making out to undo Junior's belt, then his own, then shoved him back onto 
the bed. 


Junior stared at him, wide-eyed and breathing hard, and Dave started to crawl over his bare legs, caressing 
one as he went. "You're cute," he said, slurring the compliment a bit, but even drunk, he meant it. He'd thought 
it while sober, just maybe not in that exact terminology. Before Junior could respond, Dave caught his lips 
again, going in full-throttle, no holding back, and Junior arched up into him and moaned a little. That got Dave's 
dick rock-hard; he fiddled a hand between the two of them and groped for Junior's dick, cupping it through his 
briefs, palming it as best he could, and soon he felt it grow hard and hot underneath his hand. When he tried 
to pull Junior's briefs down though, a hand went and stopped him. 


"Wait, no," the gentle voice pleaded, and Dave got momentarily lost in those beautiful, big brown eyes. 


"Okay," Dave agreed and went back to gently stroking Junior through his underwear. "What about this?" When 
he felt Junior's body loosen up, he started to grind against his thigh, it wasn't fucking, but Jesus, it felt good. 
Junior's thigh was warm and a divine mixture of soft and hard, and against his own thighs Dave could feel the 
soft, finer hairs that adorned Junior's skin, creating this gentle tickling sensation as the friction through his 
underwear got more and more intense against his hard-on Even better was when Junior hooked his fingers 
through Dave's hair and pulled him down; he slid the tip of his tongue over Dave's bottom lip and then past it, 
and their tongues toyed with each other in the messy, drunken, lightheaded dance of kisses. 


He wanted it to last so much longer, but when Junior's mouth very boldly moved down Dave's jaw and to his 
throat, and the fingers of his right hand toyed with an earlobe, Dave's thighs suddenly clamped around Junior's 
and he hissed out a strained "fuck" as his hips shuddered and he came, hot and heavy, in his own underwear. It 
only took a few seconds, still reeling in his orgasm, to be absolutely determined to see Junior come, too; he 
bent over and attached his lips to his neck, sucking and nibbling and taking in that scent he loved so much, 
while he wrapped his hand around Junior's cock and stroked quickly, lusttully. 


"Oh," Junior moaned quietly, running his fingers through Dave's hair again, lifting his hips up to meet his touch. 
"Dave--l--" Whatever was going to come next was cut off when Dave's thumb swept over the head of 
Junior's cock, and then the most intoxicating moan was soaring through his eardrums as Junior's body seized 
and quivered, and heat and wetness spread beneath Dave's hand. He kept stroking, a bit slower, until Junior 


gasped and shoved his hand away. 

Dave rolled over but kept an arm loosely thrown over Junior's shoulders, keeping him close enough to kiss him. 
Junior was wide-eyed once again and his chest was rising and falling hard; he turned to look at the ceiling while 
Dave, drunk one more than one thing now, went to press his forehead against Junior's shoulder. 


"Are you too drunk to remember this in the morning?" Junior asked, suddenly sounding gravely sober. 


Dave peered up at him. "No. | don't think so. You?" 


Junior shook his head. "No. I'll remember. | just want to make sure you will, too." 

Dave was glad Junior didn't seem to want to analyze what had just happened. They could save that for another 
day or, better yet, never, even though Dave had a distinct and gleeful feeling that this wouldn't be the only 
time they pushed the boundaries of their friendship. 

Junior sighed. "| don't really feel like going back out there." 

"So lets not," Dave suggested and in his still-euphoric state he managed to remember what he could have 
shown Junior in the first place--a freshly rolled joint tucked away beside his bed. He turned over to retrieve 
it and a spare lighter, sat up and handed both to Junior. "First hit is yours." 

Junior sat up and smirked behind the joint. "So romantic." 

Romantic? Dave smiled a little to himself. He knew Junior was just being sarcastic, but to Dave, lounging in bed 
together post-orgasm, smoking some grass was romantic. He wasn't sure if Junior would want anymore 
touching or kissing for the night, but after Junior took that first hit, he moved in close and rested his head on 
Dave's shoulder. 

"Tired?" Dave asked, turning to press his nose against Junior's hair. 

"A little." Nevertheless, Junior took the joint back when it was passed to him. 

Dave hesitated but managed to ask, "You wanna crash in here tonight?" 

Junior nodded against his shoulder. 


Dave smiled. "Romantic." 


Junior just laughed, took a hit and flopped back, extending one tanned arm out to Dave, the joint burning 


between his fingers, and Dave followed suit, admiring a sleepy, disheveled Junior in the haze of smoke. 


